24.0                      THE FOUR BRIDGES.
Black thunder-clouds were rising up behind, The waxen taper burned full steadily;
It seemed as if dark midnight had a mind To hear what lovers say, and her decree
Had passed for silence, while she, dropped ta ground
With raiment floating wide, drank in the sound
0 happiness ! thou dost not leave a trace So well defined as sorrow.   Amber light,
Shed like a glory on her angel face,
I can remember fully, and the sight Of her fair forehead and her shining eyes, And lips that smiled in sweet and girlish wise,
1 can remember how the taper played
Over her small hands and her vesture white; How it struck up into the trees, and laid
Upon their under leaves unwonted light; And when she held it low, how far it spread O'er velvet pansies slumbering on th^ir bed,
I can remember that we spoke full low, That neither doubted of the other's truth ;
And that with footsteps slower and more slow, Ha,nds folded close for love, eyes wet for ruth :
Beneath the trees, by that clear taper's flame,
We wandered till the gate of parting came.